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in it. This, we assured him, was a prize bird belonging to Captain
Robinson and worth many hundred dollars, and we promised to sup-
port him when he made his confession. Of course, the hen had been
slain and put into the trap by one of the practical jokers for the
purpose. The next step was to take him out peccary shooting. The
nearest peccary was probably to be found some five thousand miles
away, but he went with a double-barrelled gun trembling in his
hands, expecting that a herd would charge upon him from every
thicket. It was my duty to conduct him, and I had taken the pre-
caution to draw all the shot from his cartridges. Everything went
according to plan. We were following the banks of a creek sur-
rounded by low hills when a blood-curdling whoop arrested us, and
there on the skyline appeared the feathered heads of Indian braves. I
had prepared him to some extent for this danger, but now that it
was upon us he did not behave at all well.
" I have brought you into this mess," I said.  " Run for your life.
I will sell mine as dearly as I can."  I expected, of course, that he
would say, in proper film language, that we would die together, but
he did not. He ran as I had never seen a man run, and the Indians,
consisting of three disreputable fellow-pupils, bore down upon me and
proceeded to scalp me to appropriate outcries. But ttis little practical
joke nearly had a sequel. The victim swam the creek and appeared
in Quorn half-demented, yelling, " Run for your lives. The Indians
are coming!" and the good shopkeepers and saloon loafers gazed at
him open-mouthed as he ran down the street, for in Quorn there had
been nothing within the memory of man but a few tame Omahas
begging for empty bottles. He was found afterwards in a loft at the
farm hiding under some straw, and we were reprimanded by Captain
Robinson for going too far.   Thereafter his  education  was  less
strenuous. We induced him to call one of our number out in a duel.
The seconds measured the ground and he was given a pistol loaded
with blank cartridge. The signal was to be given by handkerchief,
and I regret to say that our victim fired before that handkerchief fell
Thereupon his adversary said, " I'll have his b-kn>d!" and advanced
upon him with a levelled weapon, and the poor boy again took to his
heels.
Some time later, however, my companions persuaded him that they
had all been converted to Sun worship, and vestments were improvised,